strangled by the common, sordid cares of life; no one has any ear for it, or time to listen to its pleading. The costermonger with his barrow is the poet of the East-end ; he is the lyrist who has the biggest audience. What care we for your babble of hills and streams, of dawns and sunsets ?
Give us food for our hungry stomachs?we have an appetite that is never satisfied?a craving that knows of no rest ;
we fight and struggle daily for a morsel of bread?what care we for your mental food 1 David's disillusionment was, however, a work of time, and though the dull greyness of the streets did not inspire him as he had hoped, he had still his poems?those pastorals that were to bring him fame. He dnly set out with a packet of them, carefully rolled and tied, on the Monday morning that followed his arrival. Mary took the utmost pains with the outside of her poet; she brushed his coat, she re-tied his tie ; she pushed jback the hair from his broad, square brow. She kissed him fondly as a mother might, and could scarce follow him as he went do.vn the dingy street, for a dimness that obscured her sight.
He went with an eager, assured step, the tread of a conqueror. He was a bonnie lad, slim and slight of build, without much physical or mental force ; too sensitive to be the hero he dreamed. With the bncolic person of Miss Frankland's imagination he had nothing in common ; as a farmer he was a fraud ; as a shephsrd he must have allowed his sheep a fatal latitude while he communed with the stars ; as a poet he was now to be pnt to the test. He had with him a list of the publishing houses that were likely to vie with each other in the purchase of his wares ; he had studied every turn and twist of the way that leads to the modern Grub Street too accurately to be afraid of wandering, and in due time he found himself in the narrow Row where genius is put up to auction.
Editors are notoriously lacking in sensibility ; indeed, a heart is no part of their stock-in-trade, and they are generally careful to leave it at home when they go forth in the morning to sit in the chair of the critic. The first editor to whom David made his appeal sent down word that he could not ses Mr. Jardine without an appointment. Her heart stood still at the bare thought.
That very afternoon, when David was busy and would not miss her, she put on her bonnet and slipped out to post with her own hand the schoolmaster's long-delayed letter.
